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switch in hand, like an ordinary Arab traveller, and Barakat
with Mubarek went in search of lodgings.

Very long did the half-hour seem to me during which I had
thus to mount guard till my companions returned from their
quest; the streets were full of people, and a disagreeable crowd
of the lower sort was every moment collecting round myself and
my camels, with all the inquisitiveness of the idle and vulgar in
every land. Nor was it always easy for me, thus " beset and
sprited " with more fools than ever Imogen was, to keep up the
equanimity of temper and sedate reserve proper to well-bred
Arabs on such occasions. At last my companions came back
to say that they had found what they wanted; a kick or two
brought the camels on their legs again, and we moved off to
our new quarters.

The house in question was hardly more than five minutes'
walk from the north gate, and at about an equal distance only
from the great market-place on the other side. Its position
was therefore good. It possessed two large rooms on the ground
storey, and three smaller, besides a spacious courtyard sur-
rounded by high walls. A winding stair of irregular steps
and badly lighted, like all in the Nejed, led up to an extent
of flat roof, girt round by a parapet six feet high, and divided
into two compartments by a cross-wall, thus affording a very
tolerable place for occupation morning and evening, at the
hours when the side-walls might yet project enough shade to
shelter those seated alongside of them, besides an excellent
sleeping-place for night. The entire building was old, of per-
haps two hundred years or more, solid, and with some preten-
sions to symmetry in its parts ; the doors were of massive and
carved Ithel-wood, and a fireplace in one of the rooms below
evidently marked it out for a kitchen. Another tolerably
spacious apartment of oblong shape was a K'hawah or parlour \
the little rooms had been tenanted by the ladies of the mansion,
who now, with the rest of the family, moved off to take up their
abode next door.

The owner now arrived to greet us, keys in hand. Ahmed
was his name, a good-humoured man, but sly, and inclined to
drive a hard bargain with the strangers. However, my asso-
ciates, both quite as shrewd as he, soon reduced his terms
within reasonable limits, and I think that a Londoner will